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Ofr. Exccedkigly,my Lord,it is very icultry,as 'twere 
cannot tell how : but my Lord,his Maiefty bad meiig- 
nifie to you, that he ha's laid a great wager on your head: 
Sir, this is the matter. 

Ham. I hefecch you remember. 

Off. Nay,in good faith, for mine cafe in good faith : 
Sir,you arc not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is ac 
his weapon. 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 

Ofr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That's two of his weapons; but well. 
Ofr. The fir King ha's wag'd with him fix Barbary Hor- 
fes, againft the which he impon'd as I rake it, fixe French 
Rapiers and Poniards , whh their afiigncs, as Girdle, 
Hangers or fo: three of the Carriages infaith are very 
dearetofan<;y,very refponfiueto the hilts, moft delicate 
carriages, and of very liberal! conceit. 

Ham. What call you the Carriages ? 

Ofr. Ths Carnages Sir, are the hangers, 

Ha?x. Thephrafe would bee more Germaine to the 
matter : If we could carry Cannon by our fides; i would 
it might be Hangers till then; but on fixe Barbary Hor- 
fes againft fixe French Swords : their Afllgnes^and ihrce 
liberall conceited Carriages, that's the French but a- 
gainft the Danifh ; why is this impon'd as you call it? 

Ofr. The King Sir,hath laid that in a dozen pafies be- 
twecne you and him, hce fhall not exceed you three hits; 
He hath one twelue for mine, and that would come to 
imcd*i3te tryail, if your Lordfliip would vouchfafe the 
Anfwere. 

Ham. How if I anfwere no ? 

Ofr- Imeanenay Lord, the oppofition of your perfon 
in tryall. 

Ham. Sir 3 1 will walkeheerc in the Hall; if it pleafe 
his Mai^ftie, a cis the breaching time of day with me; let 
the Foyles bee brought, the Gentleman willing, and the 
King hold his purpofe $ I wilt win for him if I can: if 
not> lie gaine nothing but my fnamCjand the odde hits. 

Ofr* Shall I redeliueryou ee'n fo? 

Ham. To this effed Sir, after what flourifb your na- 
ture will. 

Ofr. I cSLjrimend my cfuty to your. Lordfliip* 

Ham. Yours, yours;, hce does well to commend it 

himfeltc, there are no tongues clfe tor's tongue. 

Hot. This Lapwing runs away with the Jhcll on his 

head . 

Ham, He did Complie with his Dugge before hee 
juck'ttt: thus had he and rr/me more of the fame Beany 
.that I knpwjhe drofTie age dotes on^oniy got the tune of 
ctKe.tinae*, ^nd outward habited? encounter, a kindc of 
yefty colle&ion, which carries them through & through 
the moa tone and winnowed cpinionsjand doe but blow 
•them to their tryalls: the Babbles are out. 

Her. You will lofe thh w#ger,my Lord. 
. Ham. \ dc;e:jotthinke lb, fince he went into France, 
I feueofene in continual! practice; I fliall vvinne at the 
odd s ; but thou wouldcft not thinkc how all heere a- 
bou: my hem : but it is ao ma't:cr« 

Hor. N ;y , good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery 3 but it is fuch a kinde of 
gasn-giuing as would perhaps trouble & woman. 

Hor. If your minc.ie diilikc any thing,obcy.I will fore- 
ftalhheir repaire hither, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defie Augury; there's a fpeciall 
Prouidencc in the fall of a fparrow. if ic be now/cis not 
to come: if it bee not to come, it will bee now : if it 


be not now; yet it will come-, the readineffe VniiV^ 
man ha's ought of what he leaues. What to t 1 CCn 
times? loic aueb< 


Enter King, gueene, Laertes and Lards, with ot> 

dants with Foyles, and Gauntlets, a Tabl j** 9 * 
Flagons of (Fine on it. * 

Kin. Come B*;»/<tf,comc,and take this hand £ 
Ham.Gwc me your pardon Sir,I'ue done vo 
But pardon't as you are a Gentleman. u Wrong 

This prefence knowes, 

And you muft needs haue heard howIamDUnifl^ 
With fore diftraclion? What I haue done 
That might your nature honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I hcere prodaime was madneff- . 
Was t Hamlet wrong'd Lames } Ncuer Hamlet " ! 
If Hamlet from himtelfc be tanc away : 
And when he's not himielfe.do's wrong Laertes 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet demos it ; 1 
Who does it then? His Madneffc ? If t be fo 
Hamkt is of the Faction that is wrong'd, * 
. His macjneffc is poore Hamlets Enemy. 
Sir, in this Audience, 
Let my difclaiming from a purpos'd euill 
Free me fo farrc in your moft generous thoughts 
That I haue £hot mine Arrow o're the houfe° * 
And hurt my Mother. 

Laer. I am fatisficd in Nature, 
Whofe motiuc in this cafe fhould ftirre mc moft 
TomyReuengc. But in my termes cf Honor 
I ftand aloofe, and wiil no reconcilement, 
Till by forne elder Mafters of knowne Honor, 
I haue a voyce, and prefident of peace ; 
To keepe my name vngorg'd. But till that time, 
I do rccciuc your otfer'd lone like loue, 
And wil not wrong it. 

Ham. I do embrace it freely, 
And will this Brothers wager frankciy play. 
Giuc vs the Foyles : Come on. 

L*er. Come one for me. 

Ham. lle beyourfoilcZ^r^in mine ignorance, 
Your Skill (halt like a Scarrei'ih'darkeft night, 
Sticke fiery effindeede, 

Laer. You mocke me Sir. 

Ham. No by this hand. 

King. Giuc them the Foyles yongCfricke, 
Coufen Hamlet, you know the wager. 

Ham, Vetic well my Lord, 
Your Grace hath hide the oddf,s a'th'weaker fide. 

King. I do not feare it, 
I haue feene you both : 

But fince be is bet- cr'd^we haue therefore oddes. 

Laer. This is too beauy, 
Let me fee another. 

Ham, This likes mc well, 
Thefe Foyles haue all a length. Treparetofly. 

Ofricke. I my good Lord. 

King. Set me the Stopcs of wine vpon that Table? 
If Hamlet gme the fir ft, or fecondhit, 
Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange, 
Let all the Battlements their Ordinance fire, 
The King fhal drinke to Hamlets better breath, 
And in the Cup an vnion fhal he throw 
Richer then thatjwhich foure fucceffiuc Kings 

In Denmarkes Crowne haue worne. ^. 

Giue 
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They flay. 


jC ntf the Cups, 
k id let the Kettle to the Trumpets fpeake, 
fheTrumpet to the Cannoneer without, 
the Cannons to the Heauens, the Hcauen to Earth, 
Low the King drinkes to Hamlet . Come, begin, 
fnd you the I udges bcarc a wary eye, 
B*m- Come on fir. 
laer. Gome on fir, 
fjam. One. 
I0f. No. 
flam. Judgement. 
Of. A hit, a very palpable bir. 
laer. Well : againe. 
King* Stay, giue me drinke. 
ffmlct* this Pearle is thine, 
fi crc »s to thy health* Giue hicn the cup, 

Trumpets fef*xd } and /hot goes ajf* 
gam. He play this bout fnft, fct by a-whiic. 
Come: Another hit; what fay you? 
laer. A touch, a touch, I do confeiTc. 
King. Our Sonne fhall win. 
%. He's fat,and fcant of breath, 
fleered a Napkin, rub thy brewes, 
The Qucene Carowfesto thy fortune, Hamlet, 
flam. Good Madam. 
fting. Gertrude, do not drinke, 
Qh. I will my Lord; 
I pray yon pardon me. 
liing. It is the poyfon'd Cup, it is too late* 
jjam- 1 dare not drinke yet Madam, 
By and by. • 
flu. Come, let me wipe thy tacc 
laer. My Lord, lie hit him now. 
King. I do not thinke'e* 

Laer. And yet 'tis almoft 'gainft my confeience^ ' 
Ham. Come.fortht third. 
Uertcs, you but dally, 
Ipray you paffc with your beft violence, 
lam aftear'd you make a wanton ofifle. 
Laer. Sayyoufo?Comeon. Tlay* 
Ofr. Nothing neither way, 
laer. Haneatyounow. 

In fcujflivg they change Rapiers. 
King* Part them, they are.inccns'd* 
Ham. Nay come, againe. 
Ofr. Looke to the Qucene there hoa. 
Hor, They bleed on both fides. How is't my Lord ? 
Ofr. How is't Laertes} 
Laer. Why as a Wcodcocke 
Tomine Sprindge, Ofricke, 
T am iuftly kill'd with mine owne Trcacherie* 
Ham. How does the Q«ecne? 
King. She founds to fee them bleede. 
flu. No,no, the dvinke, the drinke. 
Oh my decre Hamlet, the drinke, the drinke, 
latnpoyfon'd. 

Ham. Oh Villany \ How ? Let the doore be lock'd. 
Trcacherie, feeke it out. 

Laer. It is heere Hamlet. 
Hamlet, thou art flainc, 
No Medicine in the world can do thee good. 
In thee, there is not halfc an houre of life ; 
The Treacherous Inftrumcnt is in thy hand, 
Vnbatcd and envenom'd : the foule praftifei 
-lath turn'd it felfe on me. Loe, heere I lye, 
Ncuer to rife againe : Thy Mothers poyfon'd s 


I can no more, the King, the King's too blame. 

Ham. The point envenom'd too, 
Then venomc to thy worke* 

Harts the King. 

AIL Treafoti, Treafon. 

Kmg. O yet defend me Friends,I am but huru 
Ham. Hcere thou inceftuous, murdrous, 
Damned Dane, 

Drinke off this Potion : 1$ thy V nion hcere ? 

Follow my Mother. King Bjes< 

Laer. He is iuftly feru'd. 
It is a poy fon temp'red by himfclfe : 
Exchange forgmencfic with me, Noble Hamlet ; 
Mine and roy Fathers death come not vpon thee, 
Nor thine on me. Dyes. 

Ham Heaucn make thee free of it, I follow thee. 
I am dead Horatio, wretched Qucene adiew, 
You that looke paic, and tremble at this chance, 
Th3t are but Mutes or audience to this a&c : 
Had I but time fas this fell Sergeant death 
Is ftrick'd in his Arrcft) oh I could tell you. 
But let it be : Horatio, I am dead, 
Thou liu'ft, report me and my caufes right 
To thevnfatisfied. 

Hor. Neucrbeleeueit. 
I am more an Antike Roman then a Dane: 
Hccre's yet fome Liquor left. 

Earn* As th'art a man. giue me the Cup . 
Let go, by Heauen lie haue* t. 
Oh good Horatio >, what a wounded name, 
(Things (landing thus vnknowne) fhall Hue behind me. 
If thou did'ft euer hold mc in thy heart, 
Abfent thee from fclicitie awhile, 
And in this harfh world draw thy breath in painc, 
TotellmyStoric. 

March afarre <ff 9 and fiout mtbin. 
What warlike noyfeis this ? 

Enter Ofricke. 

Ofr. Yong Fortix&ra4 y W\xh conqueft come fr5 Poland 
To th'Ambafladors of England giues rhis warlike YoJly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio : 
The potent poy Ion quite orc~crowes my fpirit, 
I cannot Hue to hearc the Ne WC3 from England, 1 
But I doprophcfieth'eledHon lights 
On Fortinbras, he ha's my dying voyce, 
So tell him with the occurrents more and lefie, 
Which haue fohcitcd. The reft isfileuce. 0,0,0^0, Dyes 

Hera. Now crade a Noble heart: 
Goodnight fweet Prince, 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft, 
Why do*s the Drummc come hither ? 

Enter Fortmbras and fnglijh AmbafladorjNith < DrHmme 9 
Colours >and Attendants. 
Fortin. Where is this fight ? 
Hor. What is it ye would fee ; 
If ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch* 

For. His quarry cries on hauocke. Oh proud deaths 
What feaft is toward in thine etcrnall Cell. 
That thou fo many Princes, at a ftiootCj 
So bloodily haft ftrooke. 

Amb . The fight is difmall, 
And our affaires from England come too late, 
The ear es are fenfclefle that fhould giue vs heating, 
To tell him his comma nd'ment is fulfill* d j 

qq That 


